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The Boss Bull



Lila practically floated through the front door that evening, her cheeks flushed and her eyes sparkling with a mix of nerves and raw excitement. She kicked off her heels by the door and found Mark in the kitchen, finishing up the dishes. He took one look at her—slightly tousled hair, the top two buttons of her blouse undone, and that unmistakable post-arousal glow on her face—and knew something big had happened.

“You’re home later than usual,” he said, trying (and failing) to sound casual. His pulse was already racing.

Lila smiled that wicked, glowing smile he was quickly becoming addicted to. She walked straight up to him, pressed her curvy body against his, and kissed him deeply, letting him taste the lingering excitement on her tongue. When she pulled back, she kept her arms around his neck and whispered, “I have news…and a very naughty confession.”

They moved to the living room couch. Lila straddled his lap immediately, her pencil skirt riding high on her thighs. She could feel how hard he already was beneath her.

“Jax started at the company two weeks ago,” she began, grinding slowly against him as she spoke. “I had no idea until this morning’s team meeting when he walked in as the new regional director…my new boss.”

Mark’s stomach did a flip. “Your boss?”

Lila nodded, her eyes sparkling. “The moment our eyes met across the conference table, I got wet. After the meeting he called me into his office under the pretense of reviewing my quarterly reports.” She leaned in closer, voice dropping to a husky whisper. “He locked the door, sat me on the edge of his desk, and fingered me while people were still walking past in the hallway. Two thick fingers deep inside me, rubbing my G-spot while telling me how he’s going to breed me on company time.”

She pulled out her phone and showed Mark the evidence. First, a photo of her own hand between her legs, fingers shiny with her arousal, taken from under Jax’s big oak desk. Then a short voice note: Jax’s deep voice saying, “This married pussy is going to be mine every time I want it. Stay late tomorrow night.”

Mark groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly. He was rock hard and throbbing. The idea of his wife being dominated by her boss—a man who now held real power over her career as well as her body—was pushing every one of his submissive buttons.

Lila kissed him again, deeper and hungrier. “He wants me to stay late tomorrow. Just the two of us after everyone else leaves. Are you okay with that, baby? Knowing your wife is going to let her boss fuck her senseless and fill her with load after load while you wait at home?”

Mark could barely speak. “Yes…God, yes. I want you to.”

Lila smiled and nipped at his ear. “Good boy. Because I already told him I would.” She reached down and stroked him through his pants. “I’m going to come home tomorrow night absolutely full of my boss’s cum…and I expect you to clean every drop.”

After Lila went upstairs to shower, Mark stayed on the couch, cock in hand. He replayed her words and the photos in his mind, stroking slowly. The thought of his wife bent over her boss’s desk tomorrow night made him leak precum steadily. He edged himself for a long time, stopping just before the point of no return, saving everything for when she came home dripping with another man’s seed.


• • •


The office floor was eerily quiet by the time Lila arrived the next evening. Most of the lights were off, leaving long shadows in the hallways. Only a few distant sounds of the cleaning crew echoed faintly. Her heart hammered with a potent mix of nerves and arousal as she walked toward the corner executive suite. She had followed Jax’s instructions to the letter: tighter blouse with an extra button undone, no bra, no panties, and a short pencil skirt that hugged her curves.

She paused outside his door, took a deep breath, and knocked softly.

“Come in,” Jax’s deep voice called.

Lila stepped inside and closed the door behind her. Jax was leaning back in his big leather chair behind the massive oak desk, looking every bit the powerful executive in his tailored shirt with the sleeves rolled up, exposing strong forearms. His eyes darkened with hunger the moment he saw her.

“Lock the door, Lila.”

She did, the click sounding final and exciting in the silent office. Jax stood slowly and circled the desk like a predator. He pulled her into a deep, possessive kiss, his hands immediately roaming—squeezing her full ass, cupping and kneading her breasts through the thin blouse, then sliding up under her skirt to find her bare, already soaked pussy.

“Good girl,” he murmured against her lips, approval thick in his voice. “No panties, just like I told you. You’re dripping for your boss already.”

He lifted her onto the edge of his desk, spreading her legs wide. Papers scattered as he pushed her skirt up around her waist. Lila gasped as he dropped to his knees between her thighs. His mouth was on her immediately—hot, hungry, and incredibly skilled. He licked long, broad stripes up her slit, then focused on her swollen clit, sucking it gently while two thick fingers pushed deep inside her.

Lila had to bite her lip hard to stay quiet. The thrill of the risk was intoxicating. She could hear the faint hum of a vacuum cleaner somewhere down the hall. Anyone could walk by the door at any moment and hear her barely-muffled moans or see the boss on his knees devouring his married subordinate.

“You taste so fucking good,” Jax growled between long licks, curling his fingers against her G-spot. “I’ve been thinking about this married pussy all day. Does your husband know you’re here letting your boss eat you out on company time?”

“Yes,” Lila moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the desk. “He’s at home right now…probably stroking himself, thinking about what you’re doing to me.”

Jax chuckled darkly and doubled his efforts, sucking harder on her clit while his fingers pumped faster. The wet, obscene sounds of his mouth on her soaked pussy filled the office. Lila’s orgasm built fast and hard. She came with a shuddering cry, thighs clamping around his head as pleasure ripped through her body.

Jax kept licking her through the aftershocks, savoring every drop, before finally standing. He unzipped his pants and freed his massive cock—thick, veiny, and already rock hard.

“On your knees, Lila,” he ordered, voice rough. “Show me how badly you want your boss to breed you tonight.”

Lila slid off the desk and dropped to her knees on the plush carpet without hesitation. She looked up at him with lust-filled eyes as she took his heavy cock into her eager mouth.


• • •


Back at home, Mark sat in the living room with his cock in his hand, heart racing. Lila had sent him a short voice note ten minutes earlier—her voice breathy and muffled: “He’s eating me on his desk right now, baby…I already came once. He’s so much better at this than you.”

Mark stroked himself slowly, edging, not wanting to finish too soon. The image of his wife spread out on her boss’s desk while the office was still technically open made him throb with humiliating arousal. He wondered how far they would go tonight—and how full she would be when she finally came home to him.


• • •


Jax didn’t waste any more time. He pulled Lila to her feet, spun her around, and bent her firmly over his large oak desk. Papers and a few folders scattered across the surface as he pushed her chest down against the cool, polished wood. He flipped her tight pencil skirt up over her hips, fully exposing her bare ass and glistening pussy.

“Stay just like that,” he ordered, voice low and commanding. “Anyone still in the building could walk past that door and hear what a slutty little married employee you are for your boss.”

Lila’s heart pounded wildly. The risk was thrilling—the cleaning crew was still somewhere on the floor, and the glass walls of the corner office offered only partial privacy with the lights low. She gripped the far edge of the desk, ass presented high, pussy dripping with anticipation.

Jax rubbed the thick, swollen head of his cock up and down her slick folds, teasing her clit and entrance repeatedly until she was whimpering and trying to push back onto him.

“Please, Jax,” she begged, voice shaky. “Fuck me. I need your cock.”

With one powerful thrust, he buried half his massive length inside her. Lila had to bite her forearm to muffle the loud moan that escaped. The stretch was intense, overwhelming, and utterly perfect. He felt even bigger than he had in the hotel—the angle allowing him to hit brand new depths inside her.

“Fuck, this married pussy is so tight and greedy for me,” Jax groaned, gripping her hips hard and working himself deeper with short, powerful strokes. “Your husband could never fill you like this. Could he?”

“No,” Lila gasped, pushing back to take more of him. “Never this deep…never this thick. You’re ruining me for him, boss.”

Jax spanked her ass hard, the sharp sound cracking through the quiet office, and slammed in to the hilt. His heavy balls slapped rhythmically against her clit with every thrust. The desk creaked beneath them as he picked up speed, fucking her with long, relentless strokes that made her full breasts press and rub against the cool wood through her blouse.

Lila was in heaven. Every powerful thrust dragged along her G-spot. She could feel every thick vein of his cock, the fat head bumping against her cervix. The wet, filthy slapping sounds of their bodies echoed in the office, mixed with her barely-muffled moans. The risk of being caught only made everything hotter.

Jax reached around and rubbed her swollen clit in firm, fast circles while he pounded her. “Gonna breed you right here on my desk,” he growled. “Fill this married womb with my
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